<i5V/ uch a doe 

Now if you arc a maidc,anfwer to this. 

Hero I talkt with no man at that ho wer my lord, 
f Prince Why then are you no maiden. Leonato, 

I am forv you mud hcare:vpon mine honor. 

My felfe, my brother, and this grieued Counte 
Did fee her,heare her, at that howre laft night, 

Talke with a.ruffian at her chamber window, 

W’ ho hath ipdeede mod like a libcrail vilLinc, 

Confeft the vile encounters theyhaue had 
A thou land times in fecret. 

Iohn Ffe, fie, they are not to be named my lord. 

Not to be fpoke of, 

There is not chaftitie enough in language. 

Without offence to vtter themrthus pretty lady, 

I am Tory for thv much mifgouet nement, 

Claud, O Herolwhata Hero hndll thoubin. 

If halfe thy outward graces had bin placed, 

About thy thoughts and counfailes of thy heart? 

But fare thee we'lfmoft foule, moft faire, farewell 
Thou pure impietic,and impious purine, 

For thee lie locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

And on my eie-liddes fhall Conie&ure hang, 

To turne all bcautie into thoughts of harme. 

And neuer lhall it more be gracious. 

Leonato Hath no mans dagger here a point forme, 
Beatrice Why how now cofin.wherfore finke you down. 
"Ballard Come let vs go:thefe things come thus to light, 
Smother herfpirits vp. 

Benedicke H ow doth the Lady • 

Beatrice Dead I thinke,hclp vncle, 

Hero, why Hero, vncle, fignior Benedicke, Frier. 

Leonato O Fateltake not away thy heauy hand. 

Death is the fair oft couer for her ftiame 
That maybewiflitfor. 

! Beatrice How now cofin Hero? 

Trier Haue comfort lady. 

Leonato Doft thou lookt vp? . 
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Trier Yea, wherefore fhould fhenot? • 

Leonato Wherfore? why doth not etierv earthly thing. 
Cry ftiame vpouher?conld flic here deny ' 

The ftory that is printed in her bloudj* 

Do not hue Hero, do notope thine ei'es. 

Fordid I thin ke tliou wouldft not quickly die, 

Thought I thy fpirites were ftrongcr than thy ftiames. 

My felfe w'ould on therereward ofreproches * 

Strike at thy life. Grieued I I had but one? 

Chid 1 for that atfrugali Natures frame? 

0 one too much by t beer why had lone? ’ 

Why euer waft thou louely in my eies? 

Why had I not with charitable hand, 

Tooke vp a beggars iiTue at my gates, 

Who fmirched thus, and mired with infamy, 

1 might haue laid, no part oFit is mine, 

This ftiame denucs it felfe from vnkno wne loyucs, 

But mine and mine I loucd.and mine I praifde. 

And mine tl iat I was prowd on mine fo much, 

1 hat I my felfe, was to my felfe not mine: 

Valewing of her, why ftie,0 ftieisfalnc, 

Into a pit of inckc, that the wide fea 

Hath drops too few to wafti her cleane ngaine, 

And fait too little, which mayfeafon giue 

To her foule tainted flefh, ' 

lien. patient/orrny part I am fo attired in won- 

der, 1 know not what to fiy. 

Beat, O on my foule my cofin is belied. 

B er.e, Lady wereyou her bedfellow laft night. 

"Beat. No truly, not although vntil! laft night, 

I haue this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 1 " 

Leon. Confirmd,confirmd,0 that is ftrontrer made. 
Which was before bard vp with ribs of yron/ 

Would the two princes lie‘and Claudio fie. 

Who loued her fo . that fpeakmgofherfoulencflTe, 

Waftit it with tea res! hence from her, let her die. 

1 rier Heare me a little, for 1 haue only bin filcnt fo Ions:, Sc 
giuen wav vnto this com fe of fortune, by noting of the lady , I 
hauemarkt, ' G ' X 
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